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The Great Smokey Mountain region of East Tennes- 
see is rural America, land of small family farms, of 
moonshiners, a place of mountain legends and of old- 
time religion. Bible-belt and banjo country. Small-town 
and gentle country folk. In the blue shadows of the 
Smokies lies Sevier County, and surely, when the people 
there meet to talk and to exchange news and stories, 
they tell of a young country singer named Dolly Parton. 

Dolly was born in Sevier County, the fourth child 
of the dozen children born to Lee and Avie Lee Parton. 
Lee farmed the family land, but as his family grew, 
so did his financial needs. He turned to construction 
work in addition to his farming, and rearing of the 
children was left to his wife. 

Lee and Avie Lee instilled in their children a strong 
faith in God, and nurtured in them sensitivity and values 
rare in modern America. Although the family moved 
several times, the Partons stayed within the Sevier 
County area, where most of Dolly’s family lives today. 
It was this rural or “country” life which laid the founda- 
tion for Dolly’s career. Lor if there are people who just 
sing country songs, and if there are country singers, 


Dolly is the latter— her music shines with truth and 
authenticity. 

Bv the time she had reached the age of six. Dolly 
was singing in her grandfather's church. It may have 
been the spirit and foot-stomping freedom of the reli- 
gious experiences so vital to rural life— the Sunday ser- 
vices. revivals, and prayer meetings— that helped develop 
Dolly’s distinctive vocal stvle. Before long. Dolly was 
singing so well that at age ten she was performing on 
Knoxville Radio (WIVK) and television (The Cas 
Walker Shows). 

When she was thirteen. Dollv was taken to Nashville 
by relatives in a borrowed car for an appearance on 
the Grand Ole Oprv. When she arrived in Nashville, 
she was told that she was too voung to appear on the 
big Saturday night broadcast. But she could, the manag- 
ers told her. appear on the Friday night opry. 

Friday night Dolly sang one song. The audience re- 
sponded with roaring applause, and demanded four 
encores. She sang another song, and the audience went 
wild. Thirteen-vear-old Dollv had disrupted the show’s 
time schedule, and she. the Opry management, and the 
enthusiastic audience caught a glimpse of a bright future. 



A vie Lee Parton, Dolly’s Mother 


Mrs. Avie Lee Parton: “Dolly could carry a tune before 
she could even say the words. When the radio would 
be on or I would sing . . . Dolly would carry the tune 
along with me. Before she was a year and a half old, 
Dolly could sing a little rhyme or a little song.” 


Mrs. Avie Lee Parton: “The first song Dolly ever made 
she was seven years old . . . She came in one day and 
said, ‘Will you write it down for me?’ . . . I’ve still got 
it, but I won’t let her have it. She has a copy of it, 
but I’ve got the one that was written down at the time 
she made that song.” 



Deene, David, Denver, Dolly in sister’s arms. 



Mrs. Parton: “Dolly writes what she feels and what she 
has experienced through life. If she hasn’t experienced 
it herself, maybe she knows somebody who has experi- 
enced it, or perhaps she will create a story from pure 
fantasy . . . But when Dolly is writing, she is writing 
her life or something she has experienced through life. 
Dolly releases in her writing her life, her whole soul.” 


Original picture of Dolly in her coat of many colors. 



All the girls of Dolly’s family at her Grandfather’s church— Feb. 1972. Left 
to right: Willodean , Dolly, Rachel, A vie Lee, Freida, Stella and Cassie. 


Dolly: “I don’t know if my style has any description, 
except that it’s just me. It’s my soul. And my feelings. 
I get a feeling from singing gospel songs that I never 
get from singing anything else. But that same soul and 
feeling and sincerity leaks over into everything I sing.” 


She may write about tender assurances for a loved 
one in the song “Tomorrow Is Forever”; or wild alibis 
concocted to placate an accusing spouse in the novelty 
song “Run That By Me One More Time”; or the emo- 
tion of a sensitive little girl— herself— who cherishes a 
coat her mother pieced together from odd scraps of 
material. 




Dolly in her band uniform. 






Dolly in her Senior Prom gown. 
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Dolly with her Daddy, Lee. 



Dolly on graduation night with sisters Willodean, Stella, Cassie, Grandfather 
Jake Owens, Mother, Freida, Rachel and brothers Randy and Floyd. 



Dolly moved to Nashville with her uncle-manager 
Bill Owens and his family. It was hard at first for 
Dolly, and for Bill also, who had written songs with 
Dolly for years. 

Dolly: “. . . Bill was a real good guitar picker, in 
fact, he played lead guitar in the band of a lot of stars, 
like Carl and Pearl Butler. So he got to know some of 
the big artists. We were very close friends of Carl and 
Pearl Butler in Knoxville and we all worked on the 
Cas Walker Shows and many other shows.” 

“We were signed up by Fred Foster as a writing 
team for Combine Music. And Bill worked real hard 
at the job of helping to get our songs recorded. In the 
meantime, Fred signed me to a recording contract for 
Monument Records, his record company. And I spent 
as much time as I could with Bill, writing songs. And 
we made a lot of our own demos; then he took them 
around to producers and artists.” 






Dolly’s first hit was an up-tempo Curly Putnam song 
called “Dumb Blonde”, for Monument Records. Next 
she recorded one of her own songs, “Something Fishy”, 
and Dolly Parton was on her way. Fan magazines sought 
her for feature stories, and Monument began giving her 
a full promotional build-up. And then came the phone 
call that forever altered Dolly’s life— and that call was 
from a brilliant country-western singer by the name of 
Porter Wagoner. 

Porter: “There was a lot that sold me on Dolly, but 
I think the deciding factor was Dolly’s personality— her 
warmth, her sincerity, her bein’ a real person. She’s the 
kind of girl you can take anywhere under any conditions 
to meet anyone, and they’d like her . . . She has the 
type of personality I could sell to people on television 


and in person ... To become a big name in the busi- 
ness, it’s not enough to be able to sing. You have to 
have all the other qualifications too, and that’s why I 
chose Dolly. It’s because Dolly is the way she is— 
genuine.” 

Porter: “Dolly is a very sensitive person. She can feel 
hurt deeply and easily. Everything is personal to her. 
Dolly’s the kind of person that if someone gives her 
a picture or a clipping or sends her something personal 
from them, she can’t throw it away. Because she’s this 
type of person, sensitive and loyal, she’s successful with 
her music. She breathes her own life into a song, whether 
she’s writing it or singing it. The song becomes Dolly 
Parton.” 



Dolly Parton works on a new song idea. The beautiful young RCA 
recording star is also one of Nashville’s most talented songwriters. 



They’re brothers and they’re Dolly Parton’s uncles. And both of them 
have been very important to Dolly’s career. Louis Owens (left) super- 
vises many of Dolly’s business operations, while Bill Owens (right) 
is a top Nashville songwriter and record producer. Bill was very helpful 
to Dolly in the early days of her career. 



The secret behind Dolly’s beautiful hair styling— Colleen Owens, 
Dolly’s aunt by marriage. 



Dolly’s personal secretary, Judy Ogle. 



JOSHUA 


By DOLLY PARTON 

1. WELL A GOOD PIECE DOWN THE RAILROAD TRACK THERE WAS A LITTLE OLD RUN DOWN SHACK 
AND IN IT LIVED A MAN I’D NEVER SEEN 

FOLKS SAID HE WAS A MEAN AND VICIOUS MAN AND YOU BETTER NOT SET FOOT ON HIS LAND 

BUT I DIDN'T THINK NOBODY COULD BE THAT MEAN 

OH, JOSHUA, JOSHUA WHAT YOU DOING LIVING ALL ALONE 

YOU'RE JUST WHAT I BEEN LOOKING FOR 

JOSHUA, JOSHUA AIN'T YOU GOT NOBODY TO CALL YOUR OWN 

WELL A WE AIN’T GONNA BE LONELY ANYMORE 

2. SO I TOOK OFF WALKING DOWN THE RAILROAD TRACK, I WAS GONNA GO DOWN TO THAT LITTLE SHACK 
AND FIND OUT IF ALL THE THINGS I HEARD WAS TRUE 

WAS A BIG BLACK DOG A LAYING IN THE YARD AND HE GROWLED AT ME AND I SWALLOWED HARD 
AND I HEARD SOMEBODY SAY "WELL, WHO ARE YOU?" 

THERE HE STOOD IN THE DOOR OF HIS SHACK AND HIS HAIR AND BEARD WAS LONG AND BLACK 
HE WAS THE BIGGEST MAN I'D EVER SEEN 

NOW WHEN HE SPOKE HIS VOICE WAS LOW AND MEAN BUT HE JUST DIDN'T FRIGHTEN ME 
'CAUSE SOMEHOW I JUST KNEW HE WASN'T MEAN 

3. HE SAID. "WHAT YOU DOING SNOOPING 'ROUND MY PLACE?" AND I SAW A SMILE COME ACROSS HIS FACE 
SO I SMILED BACK AND I TOLD HIM WHO I WAS 

HE SAID, ‘COME ON IN AND PULL YOU UP A CHAIR, YOU MIGHT AS WELL 'CAUSE YOU'RE ALREADY HERE'.' 
HE SAID, "YOU CAN CALL ME JOSHUA" 

WE WE TALKED 'TIL THE SUN WENT OUT OF SIGHT AND WE WAS STILL TALKING WHEN IT TURNED DAY.LIGHT 
BUT THERE WAS JUST SO MUCH WE HAD TO SAY 

NOW I'D SPENT MY LIFE IN AN ORPHAN'S HOME AND JUST LIKE HIM I WAS ALL ALONE 
SO I SAID YES WHEN HE ASKED ME IF I’D STAY 

© Copyright 1970. by OWEPAR PUBLISHING, INC. 


DADDY WAS AN OLD TIME PREACHER MAN 

By DOLLY PARTON 
and DOROTHY JO HOPE 

CHORUS: DADDY WAS AN OLD TIME PREACHER MAN; 

HE PREACHED THE WORD OF GOD THROUGHOUT THE LAND; 
HE PREACHED SO PLAIN A CHILD COULD UNDERSTAND. 

YES, DADDY WAS AN OLD TIME PREACHER MAN. 

1. HE TOLD THE PEOPLE OF THE NEED TO PRAY, 

HE TALKED ABOUT GOD'S WRATH AND JUDGEMENT DAY. 

HE PREACHED ABOUT THE GREAT ETERNITY, 

HE PREACHED HELL SO HOT THAT YOU COULD FEEL THE HEAT. 

2ND CHORUS: YES, DADDY WAS AN OLD TIME PREACHER MAN. 

AUNT LEANONA WOULD GET UP TO TESTIFY 
AND WE'D SING "IN THE SWEET BY AND BY ", 

THEN WE’D SING "I'M ON MY WAY TO CAANAN LAND." 
YES, DADDY WAS AN OLD TIME PREACHER MAN. 
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JOLENE 


By DOLLY PARTON 


COMPLETE LYRICS 



I WILL ALWAYS LOVE YOU 


By DOLLY PARTON 

IF I SHOULD STAY, I WOULD ONLY BE IN YOUR WAY, 

SO I'LL GO, BUT I KNOW I'LL THINK OF YOU EACH STEP OF THE WAY, 
AND I WILL ALWAYS LOVE YOU, I WILL ALWAYS LOVE YOU. 

BITTER-SWEET MEMORIES, THAT'S ALL I AM TAKING WITH ME, 
GOOD-BYE, PLEASE DON'T CRY, 

WE BOTH KNOW THAT I'M NOT WHAT YOU NEED, 

BUT I WILL ALWAYS LOVE YOU, I WILL ALWAYS LOVE YOU. 
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CHORUS: JOLENE, JOLENE, JOLENE, JOLENE, 

I’M BEGGING OF YOU, PLEASE DON'T TAKE MY MAN. 

JOLENE. JOLENE, JOLENE, JOLENE, 

PLEASE DON'T TAKE HIM JUST BECAUSE YOU CAN. 

1. YOUR BEAUTY IS BEYOND COMPARE, WITH FLAMING LOCKS OF AUBURN HAIR, 

WITH IVORY SKIN AND EYES OF EMERALD GREEN, 

YOUR SMILE IS LIKE A BREATH OF SPRING, 

YOUR VOICE IS SOFT LIKE SUMMER RAIN, 

AND I CANNOT COMPETE WITH YOU, JOLENE. 

2. HE TALKS ABOUT YOU IN HIS SLEEP AND THERE IS NOTHING THAT I CAN DO DO TO KEEP 
FROM CRYIN' WHEN HE CALLS YOUR NAME, JOLENE, 

AND I CAN EASILY UNDERSTAND HOW YOU COULD EASILY TAKE MY MAN, 

BUT YOU DON'T KNOW WHAT HE MEANS TO ME, JOLENE. 

(Repeat CHORUS) 

3. YOU COULD HAVE YOUR CHOICE OF MEN, BUT I COULD NEVER LOVE AGAIN. 

HE'S THE ONLY ONE FOR ME, JOLENE. 

I HAD TO HAVE THIS TALK WITH YOU, 

MY HAPPINESS DEPENDS ON YOU 

AND WHATEVER YOU DECIDE TO DO. JOLENE. 

CHORUS: JOLENE, JOLENE, JOLENE, JOLENE, 

I'M BEGGING OF YOU, PLEASE DON'T TAKE MY MAN. 

JOLENE, JOLENE, JOLENE, JOLENE. 

PLEASE DON'T TAKE HIM EVEN THOUGH YOU CAN. 

TAG: JOLENE, JOLENE, PLEASE DON'T TAKE MY MAN, JOLENE, 

JOLENE. MY HAPPINESS DEPENDS ON YOU, JOLENE. 


COAT OF MANY COLORS 

By DOLLY PARTON 

BACK THROUGH THE YEARS I GO WAND'RING ONCE AGAIN BACK TO THE SEASONS OF MY YOUTH 

I RECALL A BOX OF RAGS THAT SOMEONE GAVE US AND HOW MY MAMA PUT THE RAGS TO USE 

THERE WERE RAGS OF MANY COLORS BUT EV’RY PIECE WAS SMALL 

AND I DIDN'T HAVE A COAT AND IT WAS WAY DOWN IN THE FALL 

MAMA SEWED THE RAGS TOGETHER; SHE SEWED EV'RY STITCH WITH LOVE 

AND MADE MY COAT OF MANY COLORS THAT I WAS SO PROUD OF. 

MY COAT OF MANY COLORS THAT MY MAMA MADE FOR ME 
MADE ONLY FROM RAGS BUT I WORE IT SO PROUDLY. 

AND THOUGH WE HAD NO MONEY, I WAS RICH AS I COULD BE 
IN MY COAT OF MANY COLORS MY MAMA MADE FOR ME 


AS SHE SEWED SHE TOLD A STORY FROM THE BIBLE THAT SHE'D READ 
ABOUT A COAT OF MANY COLORS JOSEPH WORE AND THEN SHE SAID 
PERHAPS THIS COAT WILL BRING YOU GOOD LUCK AND HAPPINESS 
AND I COULDN'T WAIT TO WEAR IT AS SHE BLESSED IT WITH A KISS 

SO WITH PATCHES ON MY BRITCHES AND HOLES IN BOTH MY SHOES 

AND MY COAT OF MANY COLORS I HURRIED OFF TO SCHOOL 

JUST TO FIND THE CHILDREN LAUGHING AND MAKING FUN OF ME 

IN MY COAT OF MANY COLORS THAT MY MAMA MADE FOR ME 

AND I DIDN'T UNDERSTAND IT FOR I FELT THAT I WAS RICH 

AND I TOLD THEM OF THE LOVE THAT MAMA SEWED IN EVERY STITCH 

AND I TOLD THEM ALL THE STORY MAMA TOLD ME AS SHE SEWED 

AND HOW MY COAT OF MANY COLORS WAS WORTH MORE THAN ALL THEIR GOLD 
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KENTUCKY GAMBLER 


By DOLLY PARTON 

1. HE WANTED MORE FROM LIFE THAN FOUR KIDS AND A WIFE, 

AND A JOB IN THE DARK KENTUCKY MINES, 

A TWENTY ACRE FARM WITH A SHACKY HOUSE AND BARN, 

THAT'S ALL HE HAD AND ALL HE LEFT BEHIND. 

2. AT GAMBLING HE WAS LUCKY SO HE LEFT KENTUCKY, 

LEFT BEHIND HIS WOMAN AND HIS KIDS. 

INTO THE GAY CASINO IN NEVADA'S TOWN OF RENO, 

KENTUCKY GAMBLER PLANNED TO GET RICH QUICK. 

1ST CHORUS: KENTUCKY GAMBLER, WHO’S GONNA LOVE YOUR WOMAN IN KENTUCKY, 
WHO'S GONNA BE THE ONE TO GIVE HER WHAT SHE NEEDS. 

KENTUCKY GAMBLER, WHO’S GONNA RAISE YOUR CHILDREN IN KENTUCKY, 
WHO'S GONNA KEEP 'EM FED AND KEEP SHOES ON THEIR FEET. 


3. AT THE GAMBLER'S PARADISE, LADY LUCK WAS ON HIS SIDE, 
KENTUCKY GAMBLER PLAYED HIS CARDS JUST RIGHT. 

HE WON EVERYTHING HE PLAYED, KENTUCKY GAMBLER HAD IT MADE, 
AND HE SHOULD HAVE QUIT AND GONE ON HOME THAT NIGHT. 


2ND CHORUS: BUT YOU HAVE THE GREEN BACK DOLLAR, SORROW'S ALWAYS FOUND TO FOLLOW, 
RENO DREAMS FADE INTO NEON AMBER, 

AND LADY LUCK, SHE'LL LEAD YOU ON, 

SHE'LL STAY AWHILE AND THEN SHE’S GONE. 

YOU'D BETTER GO ON HOME, KENTUCKY GAMBLER. 
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THE SEEKER 


By DOLLY PARTON 

CHORUS: I AM A SEEKER, A POOR SINFUL CREATURE 
THERE IS NONE WEAKER THAN I AM 
I AM A SEEKER AND YOU ARE A TEACHER 
AND YOU ARE A REACHER, SO REACH DOWN 
REACH OUT AND LEAD ME, GUIDE ME AND KEEP ME 
IN THE SHELTER OF YOUR CARE EACH DAY 
I AM A SEEKER AND YOU ARE A KEEPER 
YOU ARE A LEADER-WON'T YOU SHOW ME THE WAY 

I AM A VESSEL THAT'S EMPTY AND USELESS 
I AM A BAD SEED THAT FELL BY THE WAY 
I AM A LOSER THAT WANTS TO BE A WINNER 
YOU ARE MY LAST HOPE, DON'T TURN ME AWAY 

CHO II: I AM A SEEKER, A POOR SINFUL CREATURE 
THERE IS NONE WEAKER THAN I AM 
I AM A SEEKER AND YOU ARE A TEACHER 
AND YOU ARE A REACHER, SO REACH DOWN 
REACH OUT AND LEAD ME, GUIDE ME AND KEEP ME 
IN THE SHELTER OF YOUR CARE EACH DAY 
I AM A SEEKER AND YOU ARE A KEEPER 
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MY TENNESSEE MOUNTAIN HOME 


By DOLLY PARTON 

COMPLETE LYRICS 

1. SITTING ON THE FRONT PORCH ON A SUMMER AFTERNOON 

IN A STRAIGHT-BACK CHAIR ON TWO LEGS LEANED AGAINST THE WALL. 
WATCH THE KIDS A PLAYING WITH JUNE BUGS ON A STRING, 

AND CHASE THE GLOWING FIREFLIES WHEN EVENING'S SHADOWS FALL. 
CHORUS: IN MY TENNESSEE MOUNTAIN HOME 

LIFE IS AS PEACEFUL AS A BABY'S SIGH. 

IN MY TENNESSEE MOUNTAIN HOME, 

CRICKETS SING IN THE FIELDS NEAR BY. 

2. HONEYSUCKLE VINES CLING TO THE FENCE ALONG THE LANE, 

AND THEIR FRAGRANCE MAKES THE SUMMER WIND SO SWEET. 

AND ON A DISTANT HILLTOP, AN EAGLE SPREADS ITS WINGS, 

AND A SONG BIRD ON A FENCE POST SINGS A MELODY. (Repeat CHORU 

3. WALKING HOME FROM CHURCH ON SUNDAY WITH THE ONE YOU LOVE, 
JUST LAUGHING, TALKING, MAKING FUTURE PLANS, 

AND WHEN THE FOLKS AIN'T LOOKING. YOU MIGHT STEAL A KISS OR TV 
SITTING IN THE PORCH SWING HOLDING HANDS. (Repeat CHORUS) 
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ME AND LITTLE ANDY 

By DOLLY PARTON 

1. LATE ONE COLD AND STORMY NIGHT, I HEARD A DOG A BARKIN', 

THEN I THOUGHT I HEARD SOMEBODY AT MY DOOR A- KNOCKIN'; 

I WONDERED WHO WOULD BE OUTSIDE IN SUCH AN AWFUL STORM, 

THEN I SAW A LITTLE GIRL WITH A PUPPY IN HER ARMS. 

2. BEFORE I COULD SAY A WORD, SHE SAID MY NAME IS SANDY, 

AND THIS HERE IS MY PUPPY DOG, HIS NAME IS LITTLE ANDY. 

STAND1N' IN THE BITTER COLD IN JUST A RAGGED DRESS, 

THEN I ASKED HER TO COME IN AND THIS IS WHAT SHE SAID. 

CHORUS: AIN'T YOU GOT NO GINGERBREAD, AIN'T YOU GOT NO CANDY: 

AIN'T YOU GOT AN EXTRA BED FOR ME AND LITTLE ANDY. 

TROTTY HORSE, A BAKER'S MAN, MY MOMMY'S RUN AWAY AGAIN, 

AND WE WERE ALL ALONE AND DIDN'T KNOW JUST WHAT TO DO. 

WONDER IF YOU'D LET US STAY WITH YOU. 

3. GETTY-UP A TROTTY HORSE, GOIN’ TO THE MILL, CAN YOU LET US STAY THE NIGHT? 
IF YOU WON'T LOVE US, NO ONE WILL, WE'LL BE GOOD AND WE WON'T CRY. 
LONDON BRIDGE IS FALLING DOWN AND DADDY'S DRUNK AGAIN IN TOWN, 

AND WE WERE ALL ALONE AND DIDN’T KNOW JUST WHAT TO DO. 

WONDER IF YOU'D LET US STAY WITH YOU. 

4. SHE WAS JUST A LITTLE GIRL, NOT MORE THAN SIX OR SEVEN. 

AS THEY SLEPT THAT NIGHT, THE ANGELS TOOK THEM BOTH TO HEAVEN. 

GOD KNEW LITTLE ANDY WOULD BE LONESOME WITH HER GONE; 

NOW SANDY AND HER PUPPY WILL NEVER BE ALONE. 
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MY BLUE RIDGE MOUNTAIN BOY 

By DOLLY PARTON 

COMPLETE LYRICS 

1. FROM A SHACK BY A MOUNTAIN STREAM TO A ROOM IN NEW ORLEANS, 

SO FAR FROM MY BLUE RIDGE MOUNTAIN HOME. 

THE MEN I MEET AIN’T WARM AND FRIENDLY LIKE THE ONE IN OLD VIRGINIA; 

AW, THEY AIN'T REAL LIKE MY BLUE RIDGE MOUNTAIN BOY. 

2. I WAS JUST A LITTLE PAST EIGHTEEN WHEN I CAME TO NEW ORLEANS; 

I’D NEVER BEEN BEYOND MY HOME STATE LINE. 

THERE WAS A BOY WHO LOVED ME DEARLY, BUT I BROKE HIS HEART SEVERELY, 

WHEN I LEFT MY BLUE RIDGE MOUNTAIN BOY. 

CHORUS; LIFE WAS DULL IN MY HOMETOWN AND LIGHTS WERE OUT WHEN THE SUN WENT DOWN, 
AND I THOUGHT THE CITY LIFE WAS MORE MY STYLE. 

BUT NIGHTS GET LONELY AWAY FROM HOME AND IT'S EASY TO GO WRONG; 

THE MAN AIN'T KIND LIKE MY BLUE RIDGE MOUNTAIN BOY. 

3. NEW ORLEANS HELD THINGS IN STORE, THINGS I'D NEVER BARGAINED FOR, 

EV'RY NIGHT A DIFF'RENT MAN KNOCKS ON MY DOOR. 

BUT LATE AT NIGHT WHEN ALL IS STILL, I CAN HEAR A WHIPPOORWILL, 

AS I CRY FOR MY BLUE RIDGE MOUNTAIN BOY. 

CHORUS; OH, BUT I CAN'T EVER GO BACK HOME SINCE THE BOY I LOVE IS GONE. 

HE GREW TIRED OF WAITING FOR ME TO RETURN. 

THEY SAY HE MARRIED LAST OCTOBER, BUT I NEVER WILL GET OVER, 

OH, THE SWEET LOVE OF MY BLUE RIDGE MOUNTAIN BOY. 
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THE BARGAIN STORE 


WE USED TO 

By DOLLY PARTON 

COMPLETE LYRICS 

1. WE USED TO WALK THROUGH FIELDS OF GREEN; 

WE USED TO SIT BY CLEAR BLUE STREAMS. 

WE USED TO BE SO HAPPY, ME AND YOU; 

WE USED TO DO SUCH SILLY THINGS. 

WE USED TO MAKE LOVE IN THE RAIN, 

WE USED TO, YES, WE USED TO. 

CHORUS: THEN YOU WENT AWAY, LEAVIN' ME WITH THE MEM’RIES WE MADE, 
MEMORIES OF THOSE SWEET YESTERDAYS SPENT WITH WITH YOU, 
SPENT WITH YOU, 

AND EVEN THOUGH YOU'RE GONE, I STILL THINK SO OFTEN OF YOU 
AND THE THINGS THAT WE NO LONGER DO, LIKE WE USED TO. 

OH, WE USED TO. 

2. WE USED TO BE SO MUCH IN LOVE; 

WE USED TO KISS AND HOLD AND TOUCH. 

WE USED TO FIND SO MANY THINGS TO DO, 

WE USED TO LAUGH AND PLAN AND DREAM. 

WE USED TO OWN THE WORLD, IT SEEMED; 

WE USED TO, YES, WE USED TO. 

(Repeat CHORUS) 
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By DOLLY PARTON 

COMPLETE LYRICS 

1. MY LIFE IS LIKE UNTO A BARGAIN STORE, 

AND I MAY HAVE JUST WHAT YOU'RE LOOKIN' FOR, 

IF YOU DON'T MIND THE FACT THAT ALL THE MERCHANDISE IS USED, , 
BUT WITH A LITTLE MENDIN' IT COULD BE AS GOOD AS NEW. 

2. WHY YOU TAKE, FOR INSTANCE, THIS OLD BROKEN HEART, 

IT YOU WILL JUST REPLACE THE MISSIN’ PARTS, 

YOU WOULD BE SURPRISED TO FIND HOW GOOD IT REALLY IS; 

TAKE IT AND YOU NEVER WILL BE SORRY THAT YOU DID. 

CHORUS: THE BARGAIN STORE IS OPEN, COME INSIDE. 

YOU CAN EASILY AFFORD THE PRICE. 

LOVE IS ALL YOU NEED TO PURCHASE ALL THE MERCHANDISE, ' 
AND I CAN GUARANTEE YOU'LL BE COMPLETELY SATISFIED. 

3. TAKE THESE OLD USED MEMORIES FROM THE PAST. 

AND THESE BROKEN DREAMS AND PLANS THAT DIDN'T LAST. 

I’LL TRADE THEM FOR A FUTURE, I CAN'T USE THEM ANYMORE; 

I'VE WASTED LOVE BUT I STILL HAVE SOME MORE. 

(Repeat CHORUS) 

4. MY LIFE IS LIKE UNTO A BARGAIN STORE, 

AND I MAY HAVE JUST WHAT YOU'RE LOOKING FOR, 

IF YOU DON'T MIND THE FACT THAT ALL THE MERCHANDISE IS USED, 1 
BUT WITH A LITTLE MENDIN’ IT COULD BE AS GOOD AS NEW. 

TAG: THE BARGAIN STORE IS OPEN, COME INSIDE; 

THE BARGAIN STORE IS OPEN, COME INSIDE. 
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LOVE IS LIKE A BUTTERFLY 


By DOLLY PARTON 

CHORUS: LOVE IS LIKE A BUTTERFLY, AS SOFT AND GENTLE AS A SIGH. 

THE MULTICOLORED MOODS OF LOVE ARE LIKE ITS SATIN WINGS. 

LOVE MAKES YOUR HEART FEEL STRANGE INSIDE, 

IT FLUTTERS LIKE SOFT WINGS IN FLIGHT. 

LOVE IS LIKE A BUTTERFLY, A RARE AND GENTLE THING. 

1. I FEEL IT WHEN YOU'RE WITH ME, IT HAPPENS WHEN YOU KISS ME, 

THAT RARE AND GENTLE FEELING THAT I FEEL INSIDE 

YOUR TOUCH IS SOFT AND GENTLE, YOUR KISS IS WARM AND TENDER; 

WHENEVER I AM WITH YOU, I THINK OF BUTTERFLIES. 

(Repeat CHORUS) 

2. YOUR LAUGHTER BRINGS ME SUNSHINE, EV'RY DAY IS SPRINGTIME, 

AND I AM ONLY HAPPY WHEN YOU ARE BY MY SIDE. 

HOW PRECIOUS IS THIS LOVE WE SHARE, HOW VERY PRECIOUS, SWEET AND RARE, 
TOGETHER WE BELONG LIKE DAFFODILS AND BUTTERFLIES. 

TAG: LOVE IS LIKE A BUTTERFLY. 
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Here Dolly is shown with the real live inspiration of “Daddy Was An Old Time Preacher Man”, a real old time preacher for 
most of his life, Dolly’s Grandfather. Here he is shown at the recording session of Dolly’s sacred album “Golden Streets Of Glory”. 
He wrote one of the songs, “Book Of Life”, also the liner notes. 



Dolly and Grandfather together at the Grand Ole Opry. 









“Am I on stage performing because I need to fill an 
ego problem?” said Dolly Parton as she repeated the 
question just asked of her. 

With a studied seriousness the RCA Records artist 
replied with total honesty, “I am on stage performing 
because it makes me feel good to make others happy 
with the talent God gave me. I feel fortunate that I 
can do what I really want to do and bring some degree 
of happiness to others while doing it.” 

Dolly Parton has been singing almost as long as she 
has been talking. Little did the small tyke from Sevier 
County, Tenn., know that one day she would be thrust 
into the performing spotlights across the stages of 
America to do her number. Little did she know that 
one day she would be one of the female superstar 
country singers of all times. 

“I can’t ever remember not singing. I think I was 
born singing. It’s very gratifying to me that the public 
has accepted me and is allowing me to be in the business 
that I love. I love to write and sing and perform. It’s 
not an ego thing with me at all. It’s something that I 



need to do just like I need to breathe. It’s that much 
a part of me”. 

If singing and performing is as important to Dolly 
as breathing, then quadruple that intense feeling and 
you might come up with a vague idea of what songwrit- 
ing means to her. 

“I was writing even before I could write. I used to 
get my Mama to write my songs down for me and that 
was a long time before I started to school. Writing and 
singing is as much a part of my personality as I am. 
As long as I can recall remembering I was making 
music.” 

“Everything always fascinated me and I have always 
used my imagination overtime. When I was a kid I would 
get lost in my fairytales and actually live whatever I 
was writing about. I was a real curious kid. I used to 
follow the butterflies and hummingbirds down through 
the fields I would get so totally involved in them. The 
first thing I knew I would be lost or far from home 
and my Mama would be out hollering for me. 

“I guess that is why I like butterflies so much now. 





They remind me of myself. They don’t bother anybody. 
They just go about their business, gentle, but deter- 
mined. I write about butterflies.” 

Dolly often draws upon those memories of life nestled 
in the foothills of the Great Smokey Mountains to paint 
her word pictures and then enhance them with tunes 
that keep rumbling through her mind. 

Dolly is not schooled in music. She writes from her 
heart. Very simply, very effectively and very realistically. 
She writes about herself and her thoughts for others. 
Her songs are a portrait in motion of Dolly Parton. 

“Y es, a big part of my songs are about me. You would 
be amazed at the ones that are. I am saying something 
in every song that I write. I have a wild imagination 
and I can make up stories, but still there has got to 
be something that I can relate to in order to get it across.” 
“A lot of times I am writing songs to someone. Maybe 
a certain situation or a certain person has inspired a 
song. Maybe there is just something that I would like 
to say to someone and I don’t have the courage or the 
situation is all wrong. Maybe I just can’t say it to them, 


but I can say it in a song. 

“Maybe that person never knows about the song, but 
I feel better because I got it out of my system by writing. 
But the main thing is when I am writing, I am trying 
to communicate with people. I am trying to tell stories 
that people can relate to and then, in my own way, 
I am trying to tell them what I am like without saying 
‘please understand me’ ”. 

“I am trying to put myself out in the open to where 
people can read between the lines ... the lines you 
have to use to rhyme. I want people to be able to read 
between the lines and still know me.” 

“My writing is the biggest part of me. I feel like my 
writing is a gift. I know there are writers more talented 
than I am, but I feel that my ability to write is a gift. 
In singing you can develop the talent you have, and 
you can do that to a certain extent in writing, but I 
think it is just extra special when you know that it is 
a gift that has been given to you. 

“If I had to, and I sure hope it never comes to that, 
I could live without singing. But I don’t think I could 







live without being able to write. I have to leave a lot 
of things undone that needs to be done because I must 
protect my writing and I must make time for it. My 
writing is awfully personal.” 

“I will never leave country music because I am a 
country person. I would like for my music to go into 
any direction, but it will always be me. If anybody should 
ever ask me at any time how I would classify my music, 
it would always be country oriented because 1 am 
country. 

“My music will always be country because I am. 
Music doesn’t have to sound country to be country. But 
my music will be country because of me and I will never 
leave country.” 

There is a magical quality about the Dolly Parton 
road show. It is a study in communications augmented 
with charm and comedy. But the key is “com- 
munications”. When people leave a Dolly Parton show 
it is with the feeling of “I am really glad I came. I 
feel better than 1 did when I got here”. 

“That is exactly how I want the people to feel. 1 want 


to always do that kind of show, that is my nature. I 
love life and I love those people who came to see me. 
1 want to share part of my life with them and 1 want 
them to enjoy the time they spend with me. 

“Usually the people set the mood of a show them- 
selves and I can feel it. If 1 can pick out one friendly 
face in the crowd, it makes all the difference to me. 
In fact, my whole personality will show through by how 
well they are reacting to what I am doing. 

“If I can see the people’s eyes and faces I know if 
they like what I am doing. Talk about catching people’s 
moods, I can spot it right in an audience. I can tell 
if they are expecting me to do something wrong or if 
they are leery about my show. If my mood is not com- 
patible with their mood, then I will change my show. 
But the hardest thing for me to do is to work on a stage 
with the houselights out and I am unable to see the 
people’s faces.” 

“I want to be known as a writer, a singer, and a good 
person, but people will be the judge of that. I want 
to be known for what I am, a person.” 
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DOLLY PARTON DAY IN SEVIERVILLE, TENNESSEE 
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Cas Walker introduces Dolly Parton on the 1970 Dolly 
Parton Day. The show was recorded as a live album, “A 
REAL LIVE DOLLY”. Dolly worked with Cas on his 
show from the age of ten until 1964, when she moved 
to Nashville. 



Dolly Parton performing in her hometown, Sevierville, 
where she established the Dolly Parton Scholarship 
Foundation in 1970. 



In 1971, while doing a show for the Dolly 
Parton Scholarship Foundation, Dolly was 
surprised by Bob Ferguson and Wally 
Cochron of RCA with a gold record for ", Just 
Because I’m A Woman”. The song was writ- 
ten and recorded by Dolly. 




Dolly accepts the Country Music Association’s 1975 Female Entertainer of the Year award from 
Bobby Goldsboro and Mac Davis. 


Dolly’s other 1975 awards for performance included: 

Record World Magazine Top Female (Singles) 


Cash Box Magazine 
Billboard Magazine 


Top Female (Singles) 

Top Duos (with Porter) (Singles) 
Top Female (Singles) 

Best Female Artist 
Best Female Writer 








Left to right— Bill Rehrig, Tom Rutledge, Richard Dennison, Dwight Puckett, Joe McGuffee, and center Randy Parton. 


Backup Singers Rachel and twins Floyd and . . , and the bus they ride on! 
Freida, Dolly’s sisters and brother. 









Here’s Dolly taping the “ Good Ole Nashville 
Music” TV show. 



Tennessee Governor Ray Blanton presents Dolly with a very special 
license plme. 






Dolly joins the immortals at the Walkway of the Stars. Porter with 
uncles Louis and Bill Owens add congratulations. 



Dolly with Wendy Bagwell and the Sunliters. 



Here she is with the “King”, Roy Acujf. 



and again at the Opry. 
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Jeanne Pruett and Dolly on TV. 



BMI’s Frances Preston and Roger Sovine present awards for Dolly’s songs. 1975 brought five new awards! Helping out is Louis 
Owens. 







Fan Club President Cassie Seavers receives her plaque for the award winning booth at the International Fan Club Organization 
exhibit from CM A ’s Jo Walker. This exhibit is held each year as a part of Fan Fair. 
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BOX 154, MERIDIANVILLE, ALABAMA 35759 
CASSIE SEAVER, President 


New Member 

Renewal Member 


NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY 1 STATE ZIP CODE 

MEMBERSHIP DUES: $5.00 U.S. and CANADA 

PER YEAR $5.00 Overseas, journals via SURFACE RATE 

$8.00 Overseas, journals via AIR MAIL 


MEMBERSHIP PRIVILEGES: Membership card, 8x10 autographed photo of DOLLY, 4 journals 

per year (issued in MARCH, JUNE, SEPTEMBER and DECEM- 
BER), plus lots of other FUN ACTIVITIES! 






